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comings of the others, is silent henceforth for evermore
for all earthly listeners.

And these were the lines that one of " The Boys," as
they have always called themselves for ever so many
years, read at the first meeting after the voice which had
never failed them was hushed in the stillness of death.

J. A,
1871.

One memory trembles on our lips;

It throbs in every breast;
In tear-dimmed eyes, in mirth's eclipse,

The shadow stands confessed,

O silent voice, that cheered so long
Our manhood's marching day,

Without thy breath of heavenly song
How weary seems the way i

Vain every pictured phrase to tell
Our sorrowing hearts' desire ;

The shattered harp, the broken shell,
The silent unstrung lyre;

For youth was round us while he sang;

It glowed in every tone ;
"With bridal chimes the echoes rang,

And made the past our own.

O blissful dream ! Our nursery joys
We know must have an end,

But love and friendship's broken toys
May God's good angels mend 1

The cheering smile, the voice of mirth
And laughter's gay surprise

That please the children born of earth,
Why deem that Heaven denies?

Methinks in that refulgent sphere
That knows not sun or moon,

An earth-born saint might long to hear
One verse of " Bonnie Doon j"